THE  INCOMPARABLE

When she was touring America with me she was at her peak.
She had to keep her company occupied most of the year, she
had to finance new ballets for the repertoire, provide herself with
the best partners; her expenses were high, but her earnings were
correspondingly high.

Nor had she squandered her money. She had lived modestly
always. No lavish hotel suites, but only a nice room; no costly
furs or jewels. She had beautiful jewels from her young ballerina
days in St. Petersburg, but she kept them in a bank vault, and I
never saw her wear them. She had no need of expensive clothes;
she had elegance in anything she chose to wear. Her entrance in
a room full of people was a dramatic moment. The way she placed
her feet on the floor when she sat was an art. She needed no adorn-
ment, and desired none.

She had not even the excuse of financial need for her constant,
grinding work. Otto H. Kahn managed her securities for her, and
at her death there was close to a half million dollars in the estate,
between Europe and America.

Why then did she work until she died of it? I have my own
theory, of course, as everyone who knew her had. I believe she
could not live without working, because she had emptied her life
of everything but work, and it was by then too late to turn back
and taste the kind of living she had missed. In another world,
under another system, she would have been cherished like a jewel.
She would have worked perhaps a few months of the year, would
have danced perhaps once or twice a week. She would have had
time and leisure both for working and for living, for love and chil-
dren and the exquisite art of being happy.

Her estate in this country was quickly turned over to Dandre,
but in London it was a different matter. He was not considered
her legal husband, as indeed he was not except by common law,
and the London courts had to be convinced that he had been
useful enough to her to deserve to be her heir. Also the Soviet
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